OUT OF DEBT OUT OF DANGER

her own bedchamber, that she might have one decent apart-
ment at least fit for a rout. It was to no purpose that her friend
Lucy, who was called in to assist in making up furniture, repre-
sented that this scheme of throwing bedchamber and dining-
room into one would be attended with some inconveniences ;
for instance, that Mr. and Mrs. Ludgate would be obliged, in
consequence of this improvement, to sleep in half of the maid's
garret, or to sit up all night. This objection was overruled by
Mrs. Ludgate, whose genius, fertile in expedients, made every-
thing easy, by the introduction of a bed in the dining-room, in
the shape of a sofa. The newly-enlarged apartment, she ob-
served, would thus answer the double purposes of show and
utility; and, as soon as the supper and card tables should be
removed, the sofa-bed might be let down. She asserted that
the first people in London manage in this way. Leonard
could not contradict his lady, "because she had a ready method
of silencing him, by asking how he could possibly know any-
thing of life who had lived all his days, except Sundays, in
Cranbourne Alley ? Then, if any one of his father's old notions
of economy by chance twinged his conscience, Belle very
judiciously asked how he ever came to think of her for a
wife. l Since you have got a genteel wife,' said she, .i it
becomes you to live up to her notions, and to treat her as she
and her friends have a right to expect. Before I married you,
sir, none of the Perkinses were in trade themselves, either
directly or indirectly; and many's the slights and reproaches
Pve met with from my own relations and former acquaintances,
since my marriage, on account of the Ludgates being all
tradesfolks; to which I always answer, that my Leonard is
going to wash his hands of trade himself, and to make over
all concern in the haberdashery line and shop to the young
man below stairs, who is much better suited to such things.'

By such speeches as these, alternately piquing and soothing
the vanity of her Leonard, our accomplished wife worked him
to her purposes. She had a rout once a week ; and her room
was so crowded, that there was scarcely a possibility of breathing.
Yet, notwithstanding all this, she one morning declared, with a
burst of tears, she was the most miserable woman in the world.
And why ? Because her friend, Mrs. Phnlico, Miss Coxeater
that was, had a house in Weymouth Street; whilst she was
forced to keep on being buried in Cranbourne Alley. Mr.
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